




. ” 
a 
‘ . 





on 








HARLEM 


NEWS 


' FRIENDSHIP HOUSE 


SOCIAL JUSTICE WILL FAIL 





Vol. 5 No. I! 


New York, N. Y. 


5 Cents 





Outer Circle of N. Y. Friendship House | 


By MABEL 


AVE you seen the Baron- 

ess’ article on the Outer 
Circle in “Orate Fratres’’? It 
tells how the group grew out 
ot a few friends discussing 
God and the things of God in 
the one-room flat at 8 West 
Walton Place, in Chicago, 
where the Dohertys live. The 
attendance is now so great 
that it has to meet in the li- 
brary of the cathedral. 

We in New York wanted to 
have an Outer Circle here. It 
would have to be outside of 
Harlem and would have to 
have a leader whose 


edge of doctrine would keep | 


us safe. At the time, Mr. and 
Mrs. Frank Sheed were giving 
us a course of apologetics at 
the St. Paul Guild. From the 
beginning they had _ been 
staunch friends of Friendship 
House. So Nancy had the idea 
of asking them to lead our 
Outer Circle. It took a lot of 
courage to.ask two of the most 
sought-after lecturers in the 
country to lead our 
group. 


ithe Creation. 
| Sheed 
heckling remark, such as they, 
‘had to face in Hyde Park in| 
| London. 


}surely ask the most 
knowl- 


C. KNIGHT 
chimes at Riverside Church 
and the beautiful tower re- 


mind us of the old cathedrals 
which inspired them. .Sing- 
ing voices of young midship- 
men going to chapel float up. 


Two or three people prepare 
talks on an assigned subject, 
such as the marks of the 
Church, the Mystical Body, of 
Mr. or Mrs. 
with a 


may break in 


At the end they will 


One woman 
came in for the first 
thought Mr. Sheed was a 
Communist trying to break up 
the meeting and was on the 
verge of going out to call a po- 


questions. 


| liceman when he answered his 


iof it. 


little | 
But the Holy Ghost | 


has blessed Nancy with a full | 


share of fortitude and the 
Sheeds with the knowledge of 
the value of only 
soul, so they were 
They not only consented but 
were enthusiastic. 
Tiers very kindly 
to use the St. 


invited us 


leries for the meetings. She 
even furnished the food and 
took care of the serving. To 
have an interracial group 


meeting in 
mosphere of 57th Street, 
center of the luxury shops of 
New York, was quite an ac- 
complishment. Then Mrs. 
Sheed invited the group to 
meet at her home on River- 
side Drive at 119th Street. 
This was a further step and, 
according to silly American 


the 


ideas, a very radical one. We 
praved very hard that there 
would be no difficulties and 


the only 
we had was a little wail from 
the old colored elevator op- 
erator that he might as well 
be working in a hotel on Out- 
er Circle nights. But he was 
pleased when we explained to 
him the purpose of the affair 
and we 
waiting until a full load was 
ready. Our first step out of 
Harlem was successfully ac- 
complished 


N EVENING at the Outer 
A Circle is such a pleasant 
affair that over a hundred 
now crowd the apartment to 
bursting. The late 
sit on the floor or stand in the 
hall. 
the great pageant of the beau- 
tiful Hudson, with gorgeous 
sunsets in summer and mov- 
ing lights in winter. 
summer nights the cool, clean, 
river- breeze comes in. The; 


} 


one human | 


asked. | gives the straight doctrine in 


Then Mes. | 


| Street 


Paul Guild Gal- | 


the exclusive at-! 


;revelation from God, 


sign of a complaint, 


tried to spare him by , 


arrivals | 


Outside the windows is | 


»| When Mr. 
| Potts 


|} come. 
On hot!South America, Australia and | 
‘Europe often visit and take 


own question in a very lucid 
and Catholic manner. The 
audience is at liberty to heckle 
also and some take advantage 
Some of our colored 
little scandal- 
but 
the 


The 


converts are a 
ized at such unkindness, 
training must be stiff for 
battle we’re engaged in. 


Sheeds are so witty that even | 
the heckled one enjoys it. At! 


the end Mr. or Mrs. Sheed 


the way which they found 
most successful with London 
crowds. It is a tech- 
nique which makes Catholics 
vocal and vertical in defense 
of their faith, and intelligent, 
not merely belligerent. 

Many highlights stand out 
from these pleasant evenings. 
Sheed becomes Mr. 
from the Tight Street 
Church, which he 
himself on a direct 
and sits 
there smugly, challenging us 
to prove his church is not the 
true Church, it is maddening 
to the speaker. One night he 


Baptist 
founded 


was a confirmed vevetarian 
and called Carol a_ blood- 
thirsty creature when she in- 


most sweetly 
“The high- 


lamb is a 


sisted in the 
feminine manner, 
est perfection of a 
lamb chop.” 

We, at Friendship 
have found the training 
ceedingly useful and the 
cial side of it very encourag- 
ing. Many good friends have 
been brought to Friendship 
House through the Outer 
Circle. It is a meeting place 
for people engaged in the lay 
apostolate. such as the Young 
Chrtstian Workers, the Legion 
of Mary, the Catholic Work- 
ers, the St. Vincent de Paul 
Society, Third Order groups, 
Catholic Evidence Guild, and 
many others. The Gaelic 
League and their fellow mem- 
bers of the Russian choir 
People from Canada, 


House, 
ex- 
so- 


(Continued on page 6) 


amazing | 
who | 
. ! 
time 


/and 
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Christ 
the Negro 


[' was an amazing dream. 
I hereby copyright it for 
my exclusive use. I dreamed 
Christ was born a Negro. Yes, 
Divinity hid under humanity’s 
flesh; but the flesh was black. 
Down in the midst of poverty 
worse than the manger’s, amid 
a people despised and wronged 
far beyond the extremes God's 
chosen People knew, among a 
family lowly and holy like 
David’s own—came God in 
the form of a colored baby. I 
dreamed Bethlehem was Bir- 
mingham, Judea was Ala- 
bama, Palestine was America. 
And the first century was our 
twentieth.. The Holy 
Family was a Negro family. 
God had chosen the weak to 
confound the strong. 


As dreams will, mine be- 
came confused. I saw Christ 
the Negro walk among men as 
a priest. He was in New Or- 
leans, Chicago, Harlem, with 
the speed of the Risen Chirst. 
He preached, worked miracles, 
helped the poor in a thousand 
ways. But especially He of- 
fered Mass. And what Masses 
they were. Angel choirs sang, 
while the God-Priest offered 
Sacrifice to God. The ser- 
mons were His’ Parables. The 
audiences were spellbound. 
“Never has anyone’ spoken 
like this man,” was the theme 
of each comment. I saw black 
hands lift the Consecrated 
Host and Chalice above the 
thronged thousands. Blac'‘k 
white people were one 
and in Christ 


own 


with 


(Continued on page 6) 


the Re-| 
'deemer, redeeming twentieth- 


By LUCILLE HASLEY 


AVE you ever played the 
parior game of Who Am 

I? You know: I am associated 
with a white wig, false teeth, 
a little hatchet, Valley Forge, 


didn’t play fair. She didn’t 
follow the rules. Never in the 
wide world would you have 
imagined, on first meeting her, 
'that she was a Woman with a 


land February 22nd, Who|Cause. No sensible oxfords, 
Am I? no leather-strapped = wrist- 
| watch, no shiny nose. I, clever 


But now try this one: I’m} 


| You got it? Splendid. 
la blue-eyed, 
\old Irisher from Brooklyn. In 
|1942 I gave up a $5,000 teach- | 
ing position and moved to) 
|Chicago. I moved to 
|South Side colored district 
and there, under 
Sheil’s aegis, I built up 
|branch of Friendship House. 
iI lived in a Negro mortuary, 
| receive no salary, wear castoff 
clothing, eat precariously, and | 
am having a wonderful time, | 
thank you. My business is 





‘interracial justice, my boss is| 


and my right-hand man 
Martin 


| God, 

‘is Blessed 

| Who Am I? 
The name is Ann Harrigan | 

but don’t feel badly if you 

;muffed it. In fact, I secretly 


| hope you get a nice round zero. | 
First, it gives me the pleasure | 


of being the first to present 
her to you and, second, it) 
soothes my pride. Not too long | 


ago, my score was zero, too. 
1 first met Ann at a select! 
and militant Catholic lunch- | 


eon that I had no real business | 
I was simply on) 


attending. 


jmy way to the hairdressers 


iwhen I happened to stumble | 


into this group in the Oliver 
Hotel lobby and first thing I 
knew I was cozily having 
lunch with them. Did I say 
,cozily? I, a convert, 


much at home as if I had 


pulled up a chair at the Coun- | 


cil of Trent. All I knew— 


from the conversation sailing | 


over my head—was that I was 


inhaling the rarefied air of| 
higher Catholicism, and I 
found the breathing difficult. 


Worse, 
next to the guest of honor, Of 
course they introduced me. 
They said: “And this is Ann 
Harrigan.” Apparently it was 
supposed to mean something 


to me and so I‘tried to look | 


(false pride, false pride!) at 
once impressed and knowing. 


I tried to look as intelligent as | 
possible while I waited trust- | 


ingly, for the light to dawn. 
No light dawned. This Har- 
rigan character — with 
slim figure, upswept hair-do, 
blue eyes and round face—re- 
minded me of Ingrid Berg- 
man: talked with the glowing 
conviction of St. Catherine of 


Siena; and had the poise of a 
Clare Boothe Luce. 
You just don’t go up to a 


combination like that and say: 
“Look, lady, who are you?” 
You sit back and call on your 


the rescue. 


' But this Ann Harrigan 


thirty-five-year- | 


the | 


Bishop | 


a | fusion. 


de Porres. | 


felt as! 


I found myself right | 


her | 


woman’s intuition to come to, 


|sleuth, finally decided she was 
‘an affluent laywoman, may- 
|hap a live prospect for a sub- 
{stantial donation to the Holy 
| Cross Order. 

Then the Holy Cross priest, 
|who was giving the luncheon, 
threw me into darkest con- 
“Now, Ann,” he said 


}earnestly, “I want you to tuck 


away a good meal while 
| you've got the chance.” 
At that point, I almost 


‘choked on the onion soup en- 
itree. Believe me, it does not 
facilitate matters — socially 
when you don’t know whether 
to slip a person a quarter or 
jask for his autograph. There 
was only one safe course for 
me to follow: be quiet, eat my 
| soup. 

But when the conversation 
happened to drift around to 
|the colored people, I confi- 
‘dently put down my spoon, 
| Ah, I had a story about my ex- 
; maid, the dusky Clarissa, that 
always put people in stitches. 
It was a riotous story, worked 
up in fine form, and I waited 
impatiently for an apt open- 
| ing. 

No opening came, thank 
God. (The Holy Ghost never 
descends on me with Tongues 
of Fire but once in a while, I 
do receive the grace to hush 
up). For by the time we had 
{reached the sherbet and coi- 
ifee, the light had dawned: 
iThis Ann was an_ official 
ichampion of the Negro. My 
| barbed racial story remained 
stillborn and the present Has- 
ley-Harrigan acquaintance 
allowed, by a narrow 
come alive and 


| Was 
squeak, to 
flourish. 


A HARRIGAN'S life 
and work are a radical 
departure for even the most 
zealous of lay apostles. You 
stop, gape, and listen when a 
| good-looking gal gives up her 
old friends, pretty clothes, 
$5,000 a year, assurance of 
|old-age security; when she 
‘ruthlessly and literally and 
completely throws in her loi 
with the TNT that 
i'Negro question. It carries a 
; punch that no amount of soap- 


is the 


box preaching could accom- 
plish. It pulls you up snoit 
and you think, startled: 
“Why? Why should someone 


not a screw- 


» 


who is obviously 
ball do such a thing? 

Thus it was that I found 
myself in Chicago two weeks 
later. Destination: the Martin 
| de Porres Friendship House, 
: (Continued on page 7) 
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No. 11 Who's Who in F. H.| 


astray, 
| cated, Elese will do it in a jiffy | 


ting some literature about our 
' work 


\it that it gets into the proper 


Easter, 1946 | 


THE LORD HAS RISEN ... ALLELUIA! 


| HE joyous tidings fill the world. The earth is glad 
and men rejoice. We of Friendship House join the | 


chorus with deep gratitude to the Lord of Love, 


all that He has given us. For many and) 


and Life for 


infinite have been His graces and blessings to us. The 
greatest amongst them is the incredible privilege 
that is ours of serving Him in our fellow men— 
ALLELUIA. 


Yet, even as we raise our souls in the great song of 
Easter gladness, we feel sad. For LOVE THIS DAY 
HATH CONQUERED DEATH, but not yet the hearts 
of all men. For hunger, fear, hate and prejudice walk 
the world, as they never seemed to have before. And 
wherever they step the earth is scorched, and only flow- 
ers of evil—of war and rumors of war—of unrest and 
uprisings grow there. 
THE PRINCE OF PEACE IS RISEN! .... ALLELUIA! 

But there is no peace in the souls of t those for whom 


He died. Perhaps because so few of them know Him to- 


day... . Perhaps because so many others have forgotten 
Him today! 
We see it so clearly in our Portiuncula—The Little 


Portion, Our Lord has given us to till in His Vineyard. 
We work with the Negro against whom prejudice is 
flaming high again in the land of 
free.” War is over, but peace is not yet here, for how 
can it come into hearts that are filled with prejudice and 
hatred for the fellow men... for no other reason that 
these received from the Lord on High a different color 
of skin? 

atom bombs. Russia disturbs us. 
3ritain annoys us. We would like to be left alone. But 
it is not good for man to live alone. Nor can he, for 
Christ died to make us all brothers of one another and 
children of His Father. There is no need to worry about 
bombs—atomic, or otherwise... . Nor fear Russia, or 
be annoyed by Britain. No. The only worries and fears. 
we should have is about ourselves. The cleanliness of our 
The width, the depth, the height of our love for 
in Christ. IF WE LOVE MUCH—MUCH 


We worry about 


hearts. 
our brother 
WILL 
stay with us. For PEACE IS THE FRUIT OF LOVE 
AND JUSTICE. It comes to those who give it. So let 
us begin to love well, mete out justice, be peacemakers, 
and stop worshipping idols of gold and silver, and bow-_| 
ing to the gods of greed and lust. 


ET us stand upright and lifting our faces, sing with 
; our souls, minds and hearts, as well as our voices | 
... ALLELUIA, THE LORD IS RISEN 
ALLELUIA. And whilst we sing, open the doors of Self 
wide open, for the world to come, rest and rejoice 
with us. 

Let us do more. Let us bring the Lord into the souls 
of our fellow men. Let us feed the hungry children of 
the world, even if it means that we shall be hungry at 
times. Let us clothe the people of the world, even if it 
means NO EASTER PARADE THIS. YEAR, OR NEXT. 
Let us open our gates wide to the homeless, so that 
men’s eyes blinded by the sight of carnage and the 
stench of death might see the beauty of the statue of 
Liberty, which is but the symbol of the footstool of Love. 


But above all let us tear out roots and all—the poison- 
ous flowers of hate and race prejudice in our own beau- 
tiful land, and begin anew seeing the Lord in ALL our 
fellow men, and loving Him in ALL. Then indeed we’ 
shall have no need to fear bombs, atomic or otherwise | 

. Then there shall be neither | 


! 
ithanks or 


|the power behind the throne | 


| witty, 


“the brave and the) 


BE GIVEN US. Above all peace will come to: 


YOU AND 


most envied , 


F YOUR last copy of Friend- oO” of the 
ship House News went | 


and vou want it lo. | the vear may not even be a 


historical figure. She may be 
'merely the embodiment of an 
overwhelming desire. This | 
person is St. Veronica. We en- 
vy her opportunity to serve 
Our Lord when He most des- 
needed service. We 


. Are you interesting in get- | 


Elese will send it 
to you Have you sent 
in a change of address, it will 


be Elese again who will see to, Perately 


'envy her courage in facing the 
\jeering rabble following the 
|condemned One and the great- 
er courage to incur the wrath 
We envy her 


file and place. 
Do you smile and _ feel 
pleased at the neat letter of 


acknowledgement | of the high priest. 


that came to you this morning | POSSession of an image of His 


from us, the chances are very | face. 
good that Elese wrote it. For} It is not too late to be a Ver- 
Mrs. Elese Cheeseborough is| oyjica, Christ suffers today in 
His Mystical Body, for Christ 
in the Negro walks in America 
a lifetime Via Crucis. His! 
heart cries out, “I looked for 


—the Queen of New York’s | 
Friendship House Office. 
But she is more than that. 


She is its spirit. Everyone | 

loves her. Not only because | °"© who would grieve %O| 
she is a_ beauty, who easily | 8¢ther ag — and I found | 
would walk away with et When a Negro is in-| 


sulted on a train or a bus and 
goes off silently but with a 
fire of humiliation and despair 
in his heart he says, “The car 
was full of white people and 
none of them objected.” If | 
only one white person would | 
show the sympathy he felt, 


first prize in any contest . 
but because she is charming, 
and wonderfully good. 
You have only to see her smile. 
to know that it is so. 

Don’t jet her youth fool 
you either. Elese is wise. 
rf 
With the deep gracious WIS-) Christ would reward that ex-! 
dom of charity. She is brave pression of His charity with | 

too. Her young husband was surprising generosity. 

in the merchant marine all, 
thru the war when the | 
sea was more dangerous then 
the land . . . she waited, 
worked and prayed, smilingly, 
courageously, always thinking 
of others first, and herself 
last. 


The Negro in a white en- 
vironment often feels ill at 
ease because he knows the 
hostility against him. People 
seem to avoid him so you can 
help by sitting with him in a 
| Street car or bus or in a 
: fn crowded Automat. One Fran- | 
‘ Elese Is nota Staff Worker. ciscan tertiary was asked the 
She is the only paid office way to White Plains by a Ne-| 
worker Friendship House has ero. mother aA oa fr 
but Elese is part and parcel the Soy Se gi ae 

L ; south, with three small 
of all of us... For love binds children. to join her husband. 
her tous . . . Everyone loves ‘This tertiary took the woman 
Bk se, because she is so lov to White Plains and reported 
— ed Pata = _— loves the needs of the family to the 
ier more than we of Friend- priest of the parish. She also 


ship House do. Be sure to helped them as far as sl 
. perce a ‘ aor ) ! as i as sne 

meet her next time vou visit ceuld. Christ has impressed 

the New York branch . . ; ' 


His image on the soul of this 
woman for all the world to 


4 see, 


. 2 Do we treat a Red Cap as if 


he were Christ? Do we treat 
him as if he were a man? He 
! 


vou will love her too. 


A> 2\ \ty\ ~*< 


Wy 


Is often very well educated 
and a fine, honest person. He 
should not be whistled at as if 
| he were a dog. When he asks 
/if he can help us do we show 
our gratitude for this offer of 
part of a man’s life? A pleas- 
ant look and a “No, thank 
you” would recognize his stat- 
ure as a man made to the 
image and likeness of God. 

If vou have Veronica’s forti- 








BLOY ON THE JEWS 
66 OD’S WORD is enough for me. Even if all Jews— 
what an absurdity!—were rascals with the excep- 
tion of one alone who would be righteous beneath the vela- 


men, this single man would bear upon him the Promise, 
God’s word of honour in its fullness and power, and 


nothing in it would be changed. 

“In addition, let me tell you that each morning I par- 
take of the Body of a Jew named Jesus Christ, that I spend 
a part of my life at the feet of a Jewess whose heart was 
pierced and of whom I have made myself the slave, and 
finally that I have put my confidence in a band of Sheenies 
—as you call them—one offering the Lamb, another bear- 
ing the Keys of heaven, a third commissioned to teach 
every nation, etc., and | know that it is only with such 
feelings that one can be a Christian. Anything else one 
might say is trite and contingent and absolutely does not 
exist.” 


From “Le Pelerin de l’ Absolu’’ 





. Russia... or Britain. . 
Jew nor Gentile, Negro or White . . . just God and His|- - - THIS IS THE DAY WHICH THE LORD HATH 


children, Then indeed shall we be able to sing the song 


MADE... LET US BE GLAD AND REJOICE THERE- 


of love and joy... THE LORD IS RISEN, ALLELUIA |IN ... ALLELUIA! 





people at this time of | - 


in public 
_Dr. John E. Moseley, 


| X-ray 


| make an impression. 


April, 1946 


VERONICA 


tude you might try to get a 
‘egro a job with ovoertuni- 
ties. If you don’t know a qual- 
ified Negro, call upon the Ur- 
ban League, the United States 
| Employment Service, Friend- 
ship House, er the pastor of 
the parish in which the col- 
ored section of your town is. 
Get a candidate and help him 
if he encounters any difficul- 
| ties. And I promise you that 
|God is not outdone in gener- 
osity. 
UT maybe the Holy Ghost 
hasn’t seen fit to bless 
you with a sufficient amount 
of fortitude as yet to appear 
as Veronica did. 
Then you can write letters. 
the na- 
tionally-known cancer and 
specialist, said at a 
forum at Friendship House: 
“You would think there 

were fifty million Com- 
munists in this country 
from the noise they make. 
They write letters on all 
occasions. So do South- 
erners. When an inter- 
racial picture is published 
the editor thinks everyone 
in the South took his pen 
in hand to protest.” 

Letters do impress editors 
and politicians. Write a let- 
ter to your tax-supported in- 
stiutions asking, “Why do you 
have no colored employees, or 


only in a menial position?” If 


a company does hire colored 
people send them a _ letter 
praising their action. Grati- 
tude is one of the rarest of 
virtues so that letter will 
Colored 
people need doctors desper- 
ately yet one of their boys 
who wants to be a doctor has 
trouble all along the line. 
Write to tax-supported medi- 
cal schools and hospitals ask- 
ing, “Why don’t you admit col- 
ored students who pay taxes 
also?” The Negro doctors 
who have managed to get in 
have encountered no refusals 
from the public so don’t let 
them put the blame on the 


public. A letter seems a little 
thing. Veronica’s towel was 
a little thing. But it called 


forth the gratitude of the Cre- 
ator of heaven and earth. 

Don't expect it to be easy. 
People may consider you a 
fool as they considered Ver- 
onica a fool to ally herself 
with the outcast. Her family 
probably were ashamed of 
her boldness. The crowd 
probably said rude things to 
her. But all these painful 
things faded into insignifi- 
cance beside the peace and joy 
that filled her heart when she 
looked at the beautiful face of 
Christ. 

—MABEL KNIGHT. 
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1, 1946 


ANUARY twenty-first, 1 
seventy-fifth birthday. 


and his lovely Spanish wife 
the older brother, thirty-four, 
little girls there to make it all 

Andrew spent almost two 
years in a German concentra- 
tion camp. Serge was in the 
war; D-Day saw him on the 
Normandy beach .. Andrew’s 
lived through the oc- 
cupation, survived the brutal 
surveillance of the German 
Gestapo. Serge’s wife was ex- 
pecting her second baby when 
London underwent its most 
terrible blitz, and was evacu- 
ated to Ireland. . . And now 
thev were all there. . cele- 
brating mother’s seventy-fifth 
birthday in liberated Brussels 
in the first year of peace . 
I alone wasn’t there in person 
.. vet I was there—oh so much 
—in spirit. 

For mother indeed a 


valiant woman. She _ went 
through the first World War, 
the Communist Revolution— 
lost father .. became an exile 
in Belgium .. brought up 
courageously and unfaitering- 
ly my two brothers .. Worked, 


wife 


is 


kept house, loved and con- 
soled many. Helped where- 
ever she could. And when 


finally old age came, and with 
it could have come peace and 
comfort . . the second World 
War came .. the occupation oi 


Belgium .. horror piling upon 
horror .. hunger, cold, aii 


raids, Gestapo..and through 
it all mother lived, helped, 
prayed .. And now it was all 
over—peace had come, and 
around her were her children 


and grandchildren . . celebrat- 
ing her seventy-fifth birth- 
day .. That was January 2\st, 


1946. January 27th of the same 
year she was taken dangerous- 
ly ill . . Doctors did not hold 
out any hope of recovery 
I got the news the first day of 
our Convention . . and every- 
one started praying. Three 
hundred ladies interested in 
Friendship House went to 
Communion for mother . 
Priests prayed .. and she got 
better to the amazement of all 
God is good! But she is 
not vet completely out of dan- 
ger ..and because of this, 
humbly I beg the alms of your 
prayers, dear friends, yours, 
and the reverend clergy and 
religious who will read these 
lines, for the complete recov- 
ery of my dear mother, so that 
if it is the most holy will of 
God she may enjoy a few 


The Baroness Jots [It Down 


"| day, 


946. mother celebrated her 


It was a grand birthday party 
with Andrew, the baby of the family, twenty-nine vears old | 
and two little boys, and Serge, 


with his English wife and two 


that a birthday party should be. 


¢————— 


;in the midst of her children. 
Thank vou. 


"THE feast of 
March 19th. 


But it falls} 
this vear on a weekday of 
Lent. so we decided to cele-| 


brate it on the preceding Sun- 
day, March the 17th, which 


|happens to be the feast day | 


iof St. Patrick of the Emerald 
Island. Thus the father of all 
Christians, and the father of 
Christian [Ireland will both be 
| present at our official opening 
}of St. Joseph’s Farm. Mara- 
'thon City. Wisconsin. The 
'House will be blessed on that 
by our Pastor, Rev. 
, Father Wenzel Multerer. Open 
| House with home-baked cook- 
flies and cakes will be held 
through the day for all our 
'ftriends and neighbors. It 
going to be a great day for us, 
in Friendship House, for our 
third baby branch will come 
of age on that day. God is 
good. I know vou all will re- 
joice with us. 


r 


'And night is here. 


A hate will sift as silent and 
Through mesh of mind 


St. Joseph is| 


is | 


!vou. 


Christ the Prodigal 
HE soft grey dusk laps round the trees 


And sighs like snow between the leaves, 
Until it lies in darkened swirls upon the ground 




















+ 


old- 
fashioned hand-sewing ma- 
chine, please send it to Friend- 
ship House Chicago, 309 East 


anyone has an 


[: 


45rd St. A charming young 
lady of eighty-six we know 
needs one badly ... Any tvpe- 
writers today? All Friendship 
Houses need same . . . remem- 
ber us when buving vour new 
ones. Clothing is still needed . . 
please keep sending yours to 
us .. If you can spare a little 
;cash—S t. Joseph’s Farm, 


‘Marathon City, Wis... . Will 
be SO glad to get it... Thank 


as grev 


And clot it with a bleak sterility. 


And by what alchemy may minds be whole? 
. The rising sun will splinter night 

And melt its shadows into pools of gold... 

What sun will warm the barren mind? 


There is no sun but love for this: 

There is no love too great for this. 

Love clothes and feeds and shelters all it knows, 
And gives its life alike to lover and beloved. 


There is no name to love, nor 


race nor creed, 


For if you love, vou love unstintedly— 
Lavish of your life, as Christ the Prodigal. 


Oh, more than any words, beyond communication 
Is the need of heart for human heart: 


\If you deny vour love to one 
You do not love. 


of these 


If you can close your hand to outstretched hand, 


If you can turn your back on 


friendly eves 


Because the hand is brown, the eves-are dark, 


You do not love at all. 


The sun falls warmly over all 
It nudges frozen roots 


the world— 


And spills into the darkest cleft 


Its wash of gold. 


The sun that is your love must circle every soul, 

And seep through every crevice of your life; 

Oh. let it warm the human hearts that God has made, 
And it will fill vour own impoverished heart. 


The words are plain; but take 


them to vourself, 


| Know them, live them, mould your life 


HAS NO ONE 
BEEN FOUND 
TO RETURN 










Into the shape of love— 


Love your brother, love the Christhood in him 


Love like the sun, 
And love in the Son, 


| That shows Itself in every race and every heritage. 


The Son of God, Who loves you unto death. 


Your brother’s heart is in your 
And all hearts one within the Hand of Christ. 


hand, 


The will to love is yours forever: 


The blame is vours forever. 


| re oe ee 
|And if vou fail one waiting soul 

/You cannot fail the trust that God resides in vou, 
| You cannot ever fail to answer what He asks 
|Through every voice you hear. 


| 
| Love Him in all, love all in Him: 


And never falter in your love for every man. 
by 
Barbara Kane 


Manhattanville Colleze of 
(This poem was written especially for the occasion of the 


the Sacred Heart 


Interracial Forum held under the auspices of the N.F.C.C.S. 


at Manhattanville College, March 2, 1946.) 
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STAFF REPORTER 


a en Or Cane «ae 


By M.C.K. 


G's. - food to the hungry 
is one of the corporal 
works of merey very much 
needed today and the staff 
workers of Friendship House 
have a special spot in their 
hearts for those who perform 
this service for them. 

First comes “Mom” McTer- 
nan. She is really Fr. Fred's 
mother but we have adopted 
her or she has adopted us. 
Every so often she provides a 
luxury forbidden by the food 


~| budget of Friendship House 


such as a wonderful potroast 
or steak or chicken. That 
the way she celebrates her 
‘birthday or other occasions, 
by giving presents to the stafl 
of Friendship House. Then if 
'a staffworker begins to show 
the strain of life in crowded, 
noisy Harlem “Mom” wel- 
i;comes her (so far none of the 
men have seemed to wilt no- 
| ticeably) and lets her lead the 
“Life of Reilly” for a few days 
and sends her back refreshed 
and strong for the strenuous, 
| goldfish-bowl! life at Friend- 
ship House. She begs clothes 
from her friends and fills Fr. 
Fred’s ancient (or maybe mid- 
|dle-aged might be a_ better 
| word) Buick with them when 
ihe comes over. This Buick is 
la great credit to Blessed Mar- 
tin’s mechanical ingenuity for 
he fixes the lights and renders 
|}many other little attentions 
|needed by the useful creature. 
i*Mom” and Fr. Fred _ bring 
/everyone possible to Friend- 
ship House. They went to see 
“The Bells of St. Marys” and 
|} brought back a very charm- 
ing little colored lady who 
| was sitting next to them. She 
‘is a priest’s housekeeper and 
|has a nephew at West Point. 
'She was in to supper just a 
ifew nights ago and to Ves- 
i pers at St. Patrick’s last Sun- | 
‘day with our group. “Mom” 
also brought Mary Fregeau, 
who is now the very capable 
idean of our interracial sum- 
|mer school. The favors “Mom” | 
has done us are known in| 
| their entirety only to God andj 
it is no wonder we are so fond | 
‘of her. 

Then we have Molly) 
Mooney. She has not known | 


is 


} 


/us as long as “Mom” but has 
a very generous heart. She 
sacrificed her precious points | 
‘to bring sugar and other} 
necessities ior Ken's Cub, 
Scout tea. She asks gener-, 


ous people to help Friend- 
iship House children by pro-| 
viding entertainment and-is| 
so solicitous for their welfare | 
that she has the whole sub-,| 
way system and police depart- | 
ment thoroughly indoctri-| 


‘taking the best care of our 


'¢ 


nated on the importance of! 


children. She also supplies 
abundant meat to supplement 
our diet. We often bless the 
Jesuit father who told Molly 
Mooney about Friendship 
House. 

And Mrs. Simon, the widow 
with eight children (and very 
bright ones) who lives across 
the street from Madonna Flat. 
She was a schoolteacher in 
the West Indies and her hus- 
band owned part of a boat- 
building business in this coun- 
try until his death just before 
Egbert was born. She helped 
for vears in the clothing room. 
She is now president of the 
Mothers’ Club and the Thrift 
Club. Her generous gifts of 
food, clothing, encouragement, 
and time to the staff of Friend- 
ship House mean more to us 
than words can express. 

Gratitude is a virtue we are 
trying to cultivate and we get 
a great many opportunities. 
We would do much better if 
we had more time. For in- 
stance, we should thank Mr. 
Burke who has been so gen- 
erous at Thanksgiving and 
Christmas and many other oc- 
casions with rare and de- 
licious items. Then Miss 
Gabou who has extended hos- 
pitality to many staffworkers 
and sends us over choice 
dishes often. Mr. and Mrs. 
Louis Watson who have us to 
dinner on New Year’s Day and 
Easter. Their home is very 
near the church of St. Charles 
Borromeo. Such a beautiful 
table with sterling service and 
fine linen and the sort of 
cooking which has made the 
South famous! And the won- 
;derful kindness and all the 


other friends going in and out! 
God has certainly been good 
to us but in these days we say 
with special fervor the ending 
olf our grace. 
ior 


“May the Lord 
provide the wants of 


others.” 





$t. Thomas 
the Apostle 
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HARLEM FRIENDSHIP HOUSE NEWS 


COFFEEPOT 


By BETTY LEONARD 


HENEVER F. H. Staff 
and _ Volunteers got 
together with no immediate 
work to be done we usually 
find ourselves playing cofice- 
pot. It is a very simple game. 
You probably all played it at 
some time or other. You leave 
the room while the others de- 
cide on a verb. When you 
come back you ask everyone 
a question which must be an- 
swered truthfully. After ask- 
ing numerous questions you 
know that people coffeepot 
cutdoors at certain seasons, 
some like to do it better than 
others, etc. You know a great 
deal about the word, but you 
don’t know what the word is. 


At Christmas time we cof- 
feepotted our way into Radio 
City during the four hour 
wait to see “Bells of St. 
Mary’s.” In January during 
our eighteen hour captivity on 
the “Pacemaker” we coffeepot- 
ted across New York, Ohio 
and Indiana to Chicago. When 
] walked into Martin de Por- 
res Library on East 43rd 
Street, however, I found that 
F. H. was playing a game of 
coffeepot with me. 

Nancy asked me to write 
about what I saw in Chicago 
and there are a million things 
1 could write about. For 1n- 
stance The Sheil School of 
Social Studies where dynamic 
Catholic thought is brought 
to the laity the beautiful 
liturgical chapel at the Sheil 
School . . or I could tell about 
the B’s Outer Circle and see- 
ing the B in action, indoctrin- 
ating the people of the street 
with Catholic principles 
maybe you'd like to hear 
about the terrific housing 
situation in Chicago and the 
way three hundred thousand 
Nevroes live in a corner of the 
city asaresult of the un-Chris- 
tian restrictive covenants 
which cover 85‘; of it. The 
houses built to hold two fami- 
lies but holding ten instead 
because of the high rents 
which are forced on Negroes. 
The fine Catholic family of 
seven children living in a cel- 
lar because that is all they can 
find in the overcrowded black 
belt. Although they can af- 
ford a home in the suburbs 
ihey cannot live there because 
of their color. In the block 
behind F. H. which is more 
crowded than the worst parts 
of Calcutta, India. I saw hun- 
dreds of hideous results of the 
pagan restrictions which 
Christians are forcing on each 
other; but maybe you'd like 
to hear about something more 
cheerful. The Casita for in- 
stance, with its sixty boys and 
virls who come in every day 
for classes in Negro History, 
Nature, and Catechism . . or 
the B’s one-room flat with her 


‘? 


x) 
» 





the fire- 
shilelagh 


Russian ikons over 
place and Eddie’s 
besides it. 

There are so many things 
in Chicago I could write about, 
but the one thing which really 
impressed me has no. name 
for it. I can only tell you how, 
when, and where I saw it. 


T WAS evident the minute 

we walked into F. H. Li- 
brary. We had been traveling 
at eighty miles an hour from 
F. H. tor the last eighteen 
hours and suddenly we found 
ourselves in the middle of it. 
Here we were in a strange 
city meeting a lot of new peo- 
ple and feeling as much at 
home as if we were in Ma- 
donna Flat. It wasn’t just that 
we heard so much about Anne, 
Blanche, Cliff, Teevy and Bill 
that we felt immediately at 
home with them because soon 
I found myself alone’ with 
Monica Smith, a new. staff 
worker and some volunteers 
of whom I had never heard 
before. It was still there. It 
was evident at the volunteers 
supper when thirty volunteers 
were working around the li- 
brary. You could see it in the 
corny jokes which fly thick 
and fast wherever F. H. work- 
ers are gathered together. Or 
in the discussions of every- 
thing from Mrs. Roosevelt to 
metaphysics. You call it same- 
ness. It wasn’t just that we 
all were Catholics or all in 
the Lay Apostolate or even 
that we were all interested in 
Interracial Justice. 

I really don’t know what it 
is. Maybe the similarity of 
our work makes us so much 
alike. But that can’t be it be- 
cause when Monica and 
Margaret came from the farm 
we. saw it again, and their 
work and life is certainly dif- 
ferent from ours. 

Mary describes it by saving 
that the Jesuits have a certain 
spirit, the Franciscans have 
another and the Dominicans 
still another which is all their 
own. You can never mistake 
a Franciscan for a Jesuit and 
in a crowd of priests you can 
always pick out a Benedictine. 
Mary knows lots of priests, so 
I'l] take her word for it. She 
says that F. H. has something 
all its own too. And if there 
were an F. H. in Hongkong or 
Timbuktoo we're sure it 
would be there. 

You could call it personality, 
individuality, atmosphere or 
F. H. spirit. None of these 
words are it, but they are as 
close as I can get. If you drop 
in at 34 West 135th, N. Y. C.; 
309 East 43rd Street, Chicago, 
or St. Joseph’s Farm in Mara- 
thon, Wisconsin, I'm sure 
vou'll see what I mean and 
maybe you know the word for 
It. 






BLESSED AAARTIN 





TRAIN RIDE 


VERYONE had gotten 
onto the train except 


Mabel Knight, and myself. We 
were waiting in Grand Cen- 
tral Station for Helen Coolen. 
We had plenty of time but we 
were anxiously scanning the 
crowds for a redhead, mean- 
ing Helen, impatient to join 
the rest on the coach, for our 
trip to the Chicago Conven- 
tion. Finally two red-haired 
girls emerged from the crowd 
as Helen and her sister Mar- 
garget, who was seeing her to 
the train and also carrying a 
large box of sandwiches, came 
rushing toward our rendez- 
vous, the Information Booth. 

We gathered Helen, 
suitcase and her box of sand- 
wiches, from Margaret's part- 
ing embrace and hurried onto 
the train. 


her 


Then there was an arrang- 
ing and rearranging of suit- 
cases, coats and bodies, and I 
looked around to count noses; 
Audrey Heath, Belle, Mary 
Fregeau, Betty, Joe Newman 
and on down the line. Clare 
Faulhaber, who had gotten her 
ticket after the rest of the tick- 
ets had been bought, had a 
in a coach ahead of us. 
She was anxiously looking for 
the occupant of the seat next 
to me in order to ask him to 
change seats. Long after the 
train pulled out of the station 
said occupant showed up. He 


seat 


was an army lieutenant, who 
had been fortifying himself for 
ihe long trip by a stay in the 
club car. He was looking for 
a pretty girl on whom he could 
exercise his charms. Clare, 
who more than filled the bill, 
had the difficult job of being 
pleasant enough to get him to 
do her the favor of changing 
seats without giving him the 
idea that she was the answer 
to a lonely looey’s prayer. She 
didn’t come off so well in the 
encounter. In the first place 
a crowd of people traveling in 
interracial harmony as. our 
crowd of F. H. staff and vol- 
unteers was doing, aroused a 
Jot of curiosity ,and seconds 
the lieutenant didn’t wani to 
part from a pretty blonde like 
Ciare. Then Clare tried to 
ame him into being a gen- 
tteman, and at the same time 
she was having trouble getting 
her fur coat hung so that it 
was not in her way nor mak- 
ing the man in the seat ahead 
wonder if he needed a haircut. 








At that point our lieutenant 
friend asked Clare why she 
-didn’t “put that thing on a 
leash and take it into the bag- 
gage car.” Hell hath no fury 
like a woman’s scorn but our 
looey was beyond feeling pain 
from Clare’s scorching look 
and he remained to heckle her 
and satisfy his curiosity about 
the F. H. staff and volunteers. 

The encounter being de- 
clared a draw, Clare settled 
into another vacant seat near- 
by, and we began to consume 
the sandwiches and other food 
we had with us. 

Then the inevitable game of 
coffee-pot started. Betty Leon- 
ard had thought up the word 
“blushing” as a stickler. We 
our stickers for Mary 
Fregeau, because Mary has 
the sharpest mind and it’s a 
pleasure to stimulate its ac- 
tivity and watch the result. 
She ,usually guesses the most 
far-fetched verbs, but “blush- 
ing” had her going for awhile 
when she found that one did 
not use hands, feet, head, nor 
even change the position of 
the body. Speaking of coffee- 
pot for several hours remind- 
ed us of food so we ate again. 
Just so we wouldn't have to 
carry a lot of extra packages, 
of course! 


ATER in the evening I 

went to the men’s lounge 
for a smoke and found our 
lieutenant friend  consider- 
ably more “liquidated” with a 
sailor whose stockinged feet 
were in the waste paper can, 
and whose shoes nearby were 
acting as a “cooler” for a bot- 
tle of rye. By this time the 
interracial group of F. H. staff 
and volunteers, who had cre- 
ated enough of a_ sensation 
just traveling together, had 
whipped up a lot of curiosity 
by having such an obvious 
good time together. The sailor 
wanted to know what it was 
all about...Who were we?... 
Where were we _ going?... 
What is F. H.? 

I got around to explaining 
that F. H. Ma Way of Life, 
just as he got to the last drop 
in the bottle. That was the 
cue ‘to seek more of same and 
the sailor proposed a trip to 
the club car. Several other 
people had gathered to listen 
so the sailor issued a general 
invitation for all to join him, 
pausing at the door to remark, 
“Come on fellows, this (point- 
ing toward the elub car) is the 
way of life!” 


Save 


As we settled down for the 
night, | was aware that Betty 
and Audrey, whispering and 
smothering their 
behind 


joke 


giggles in 


the seat me, meant a 


practical with me as 
“goat,” but I was too sleepy to 
During the 
dreamed that I was wearing 


care. night I 
those wire mesh skull caps I'd 
seen on figures of gladiators 


in museum exhibits. But the 


darned thing kept. slipping 
down over one eye and it 
finally awakened me. suffi- 


ciently to find that instead of 
wire mesh I was wearing a 
blue satin poke-bonnet, one of 
that had 


come into our clothing room. 


a bundle of same 


We were taking the bonnets 
to Chicago for a skit during 
the convention. | made a men- 
tel note to practice hervic 
charity by not pushing Betty 
into Lake Michigan next day, 
and went on back to sleep. 
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AROUND TH 


By BLANCHE S$ 


ITH the great winds of Marc 
again. Monica Durkin. 


who was with us for a 


Dire 


mo 


departed for New York, continuin 


FH’s. 
the Harlem House. 


Betty Leonard left,siao, at t! 
We of Chicago 


Simultaneously, our own William 
from New York to Chicagg, JThe n 


change” was over. 


od 


THOSE WHO READ of Berna! 


= 


prisonment and subsequent release 
surprise that was ours when he wa 
Wednesday evening into last Negro 


a ten-day furlough. 
‘ 


IT IS MEET ahd just te ghank | 


se 


now feeling especially grateful to 
prayers for assistance and volunte 


Faust in the library, and T 


‘a Ke 


est volunteers, have both*hfed lor 
Peterson, Fred Witt and Joseph M 


the gentle promptings of the Holy § 


« 


sponding to our pleas for workers. 


x ne 


HARDLY A DAY passes that sor 


housing—for help in finding it. 


dressed to Miss Gold (Scholes) 


Las 
fron 


in a one and a half-room kitchenett 

“Miss Betty was byyakout tv 

saw the apartment I have and. 
how bad I need a larger one. 

“She was telling me that you 


getting into projects. 


PH do ha 


but I still feel like I need son 


through. 


“Tl am James Oliver’s and Id 


vou can help me in any way in | 
do so and I will appreciate it ' 
you in advance for ye@"kindne 


Sometimes it is a story ef “volui 
band and wife for whom unbearab 
vond the breaking point, especially 
are aggravated by close quarters. C 
involuntary separation of husband 
are forced to distribute themselves 


atives. 


And so the tragedies mu 


materially alter the housing shorta 
God to supply extra graces and st 
these deplorable conditions even w 
forts and work to overcome them. 


Bod ok 


a 


WITH A MIXTURE of sorrow a 
our sincerest thanks and appreciatio 
regret very much that he has had 


more than a year of generous, 


loyé 


Children’s Director in the Casita. 
His loving help follow you always. 


One of our first signs of Ghi- 
cago the next morning was the 
Rock Island train, which 
started Mary Fregeau and Joe 
Newman on a_ reminiscent 
train of thought that carried 
us over our impatience to get 
into Chicago. We finally ar- 
rived at 9:45 am., on a cold 
but sunny morning, to be met 
at the train by Cliff and 
Blanche. They led us to chy 
to start our convention wee 
with Holy Mass and Commu- 
nion. 

After Mass, Mary was stand- 
inv in the rear of the church 
waiting for everyone to gather 
for the journey to East 43rd 
St. She noticed a box of St. 
Anthony’s Bread, but she had 
never heard of this blesaeq 
bread before. She thereuport 
started eating the oc “oyster 
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ANCHE SCHOLES 


inds of March, came sweeping changes 
Durkin, Director of St. Joseph’s Farm, 
us for a month after the Convention, 
rk, continuing her visits to the other 
left,*ioo, at the same time to return to 
> of Chicago were sorry to see them go. 
wn William Francis Flynn returned 
cagg, The month of “staff worker ex- 
D of Bernard James, his unjust im- 
uent release will appreciate the joyful 
when he walked in unexpectedly one 
o last Negro History lecture—home on 


% we « 
st te shank God at times, vet we are 
grateful to Him for answering our 
and volunteer help. Mrs. Frederick 
1d Thara Kerr in the Casita, our new- 
oth*fifled long-needed posts. Eleanor 
id Joseph McEvoy must have heeded 
of the Holy Spirit in so generously re- 
or workers. 
* * 

isses that someone does not appeal for 
nding it. Last week came a letter ad- 
Scholes) from a family of six who live 
nm kitchenette apartment: 

by,akout two weeks ago and she 

I have and she really knows just 
larger one. 

me that you could help people in ~ 
ts do have an application in, 
e I need some help in putting it 


iver’s and Ida Lee’s mother, so if 
any way in getting a place, please 
ypreciate it very much. Thanking 
yo kindness, 
Yours Truly, 

Mrs. E. S.” 
yry “of” “voluntary” separation of hus- 
m unbearable crowding has gone be- 
it, especially where “in-law” troubles 
quarters. Other times it is a story of 
of husband, wife and children who 
© themselves among fraends and rel- 
ragedies mutiply. Since we cannot 
using shortage overr. *ht, let us beg 
races and strength to the victims of 
ions even while we redouble our ef- 
ome them. 
of sorrow and gratitude, we express 
1 appreciation to Clifford Thomas. We 
he has had to leave our Staff after 
nerous, loyal service to the Lord, as 
the Casita. God bless you, Clif, and 
rou always. 
of Ghi- 
vas the 
which 
nd Joe 
riscent 
‘arried 
to get 
lly ar- 
a cold 
be met 
ft and 


ch ie 
wee 


ymmMu- 


crackers” meanwhile praising 
the thoughtfulness of the 
church for providing so char- 
itably for faint communicants. 
Just then an usher noticing 
the quantities that were fast 
disappearing gave her a few in 
a bag, hoping to discourage 
further consumption. A whis- 
stifled further 


pered word 


rhapsodic outbursts on the 
generosity of the Franciscan 
Fathers, and we hurried off to 
Chicago’s South Side. 

Guess who was on the train 
coming back the next Sunday? 
The same lieutenant, his leave 
suddenly shortened. 

P.S.: This trip he found a 
flashy blonde companion so 
we saw no more of him. 


stand- 
*hurch 
gather 
t 43rd 
of St. 
re had 
lespedy 
eupon 
oyster 


James Quinlan, 
Staff Worker. 








HARLEM FRIENDSHIP HOUSE NEWS 


PARENTS’ NIGHT 
AT THE CASITA 


TP HIRTY-SEVEN parents 
were acquainted with the 
Casita and with Friendship 
House ideas on Friday night, 
February 22, as guests of the 
Martinettes, their Councilors, 
and all the Staff for an eve- 
ning of entertainment. 

One month ahead of time, 
plans and publicity were be- 
gun. Each Martinette was 
told about Parents’ Night and 
program practice started. Two 
weeks later, invitations with a 
hatchet 
sent home with 
each child, to be signed by his 
mother or father and _ re- 
Our Valentine Party 
became a_ pre-parent night 
“pep-fest” with rousing yells, 
a snake dance and a prize for 
the best talk on “How I Am 
Getting My Parents Out For 
Parents’ Night.” James Oliver 
Smith won the prize. 

By the afternoon of the 22d, 
the library telephone was 
more than busy, and Monica, 
our librarian, spent her time 
explaining to interested par- 
ents that “The Casita is the 
place, and the time is 8:00 
o'clock.” That was another 
lesson to us Councilors. After 
a month of indoctrination, we 
were sure we'd implanted full 
details in the mind of each 
cherub, and that not another 
question could be asked! 

At seven o'clock the Cub 
Scouts in full regalia gathered 
in the softly-lighted Casita. 
The card-board box  lamp- 
shades with cellophane win- 
dows were so_ successfully 
glamorous, the Casita staff is 
almost thinking of seeking a 
patent. Negro History scrap- 
books, Cub Scout rope-tying 
exhibits and art work were on 
display so the parents who 
came early would browse 
around and learn more about 
our day-to-day activities. At 
4:45, Clifford Thomas’ Nature 
Study group conducted an ex- 
periment to entertain those 
who had arrived early. 


PENING with the Negro 
National Hymn, Miss 
Tena Roseman’s Negro His- 
tory Club presented the high- 
lights of the program in their 
interesting combination of 
facts, poems, music and 
games. Then followed Cub 
Scout Stunts and presentation 
of awards. The “bearwalks,” 
tumblings and drills were 


George Washington 


motif were 


turned. 





ALt RACES 
In THE FIRE 
OF DIvINEe LOVE 





quite a success even if a little 
over-enthusiastic. Charles 
Martin, confused perhaps by 
Mr. Bill’s emphasis on Our 
the Christmas 
season, and the necessity of 
award-ques- 
the audience a 
humor with his in- 
sistence that Mary made the 
first United States flag. 


Lady during 


impressing | his 
tioners, gave 


touch of 


After an introduction of the 
Casita staff, all the parents 
were invited to the library for 
a. progressive-game party. 
Meanwhile, their little John- 
nies and Marys stayed at the 
Casita for a junior replica of 
the same. Potatoes crossed 
the library on a silver knife at 
least forty-three times; rings 
were tossed at an elusive peg: 
“pick-up sticks” was the joy 
of the high-scorers, and no one 
came close enough to guessing 
“632” as the number of beans 
in the jar. Our guests, after 
passing all the hurdles, were 
seated for the awarding of 
The staff served coffee 
cakes while Miss Har- 

told of the goals of 
Friendship House. Mrs. 
Reeves continued with an ex- 


prizes. 
and 


rigan 


planation of the Mother’s 
Club, invited each mother to 
join. And then, with new 


friendship budding in a 
and take” of 
little discussions all about the 
room, and invitations to “stop 
in any 


friendly “vive 


time,” an 


night at Friendship House 


drew to a close. 





LAY APOSTLE 


T IS the duty of the least among believers to speak the 
truth infused in their souls, without timidity before the 
great things of the world, no matter how great and admired 


they may be. 


Because, through a reversibility that is the 


inverse of that which carries back to Jesus the good which 
is done to the least amony us, the evil which is done to 
Jesus—an error put forth in regard to Him—is visited back 


upon our poor selves in spiritual wounds. 


In taking on our 


human nature Christ wished to identify Himself with all 
human misery; He is the poor man who is hungry, thirsty, 
and naked; He is the sick, the stranger deprived of his 


country. the man deprived of his liberty. 


He said so Him- 


self: “When the Son ef Man comes in His glory and will 
judge the living and the dead, He will say to those on His 
right hand: ‘Come, ye blessed of my Father ... for I was 
hungry and you gave Me to eat... . 1 was a stranger and 


you brought Me within 


... Amen, I say to vou inasmuch as 


ve did it to one of the least of these my brethren, ye did it 


to Me.’ 


Raissa Maritain “Adventures in Grace” 


Longmans, Green and Co. 





important” 





Doctrine or Science? 
By RUSS MARSHAL 


ATHOLICS often do not 
realize that in not exam- 
ining their attitudes to other 
races, they impede the mani- 
festation of some of our pro- 
Christian doctrines, 
True, not many are as well ac- 


foundest 


quainted with the doctrine of 
Mystical Body as 
ought to be: but even among 


the they 
those who are acquainted, are 
many Ww ho emphasize the dif- 
ferences betwen’ races rather 
than the basic resemblances. 
White men, black men, yellow 
men and brown have far more 
in common than White Ameri- 


.cans generally admit. Negroes 


are refused apartments in 
white neighborhoods. often not 
because of real 
but 
are essential differences. 

Many have 
tempted to prove these essen- 
tial They write 
as if the difference is in the 


race hatred, 


because whites feel there 


writers at- 


differences. 


blood. Or pointing to the de- 
at- 


inherit- 


curves, 
that 


ance has something to do with 
them. Difference of intelli- 
gence is stressed, difference of 
skeleton structure, and of 
brain size are all dealt with 
at length. 

And when ae writer. or 
speaker wants to clinch the 
point, he turns to differences 
of culture and interests. 


linquency they 


tempt to show 


Scientists have proved 
quite conclusively, in the last 
ten years, that what differ- 
erices there are, are superficial. 
Informed persons no longer 
hold them to be inherent. A 
few, however, who still want 
to keep their society “pure,” 
will say as a last resort, in de- 
fense of segregation, “But Ne- 
want to be by them- 
selves’—as if this somehow 
proved their differences from 
whites. Yet the Negro has for 
years been pleading for a 
chance to make a free choice 
between segregation and in- 
tevration, not be straight- 
jacketed and have castor oii 
forced down his throat and be 
told, “but, my dear man, you 


love castor oil.” 

T is a tragic indication of 
i our fallen nature that 
Christians have not used their 
doctrine to destroy the myths 
of racial differences instead of 
so often leaving the job to 
material scientists. Has the 
Goctrine of Christian unity so 
little weight in the minds of 
modern Christians that it 
needs to be strengthened by 
scientific findings? Are not 
the words of Our Lord to be 
accepted for themselves with- 
out need of support from non- 
Christian sources? “We are 
all one through Christ Jesus” 
unity, not 
similarity, not 


eroes 


dis- 


difler- 


empnasizes 


unity, 


ences. Is it not enough that 
Christ died for all alike, took 
on that mortal flesh common 
to the several races, loved all 
infinitely, therefore equally? 
Can this mean too little to the 
average white Catholic for 
him to correct his thinking 
and attitude on racial ques- 
tions? Let him examine his 
conscience lest he be as real 
an enemy of Catholic doctrine 


as the communist. Is it not 
often these Christians who 
more than the pagans, ob- 


struct the unity of the church 
by failing to observe it? Does 
not the Catholic who signs re- 
strictive covenants, in effect, 
reject the teaching that he 
and the Negro are one in 
Christ? How can they be one 
and show so little evidence 
of love? The saintly Negro 
can love those who sign re- 


strictive covenants, but too 
few Negroes have had the 
chance to even learn of the 


true teachings of the church 
on charity. Most Negroes re- 
spond in a natural fashion: 
“Whites hate us; the coven- 
ants are evidence. They must 
hate us or they would admit 
us to their schools and hospi- 
tals.” How can Negroes see 
evidences of Christian love in 
restrictions, prejudices, segre- 
gation and discrimination? 

Changes are being made, 
but too often as a result of 
scientific findings and not be- 
cause of a desire to practice 
Christian doctrine. That bad 
housing among Negroes cone 
tributes to the high rate of 
juvenile delinquency seems a 
more important argument 
than that Negroes too are 
members of the Mystical 
Body. That the growth of 
communism among Negroes is 
of more importance to the 
elimination of segregation than 
that God is no respecter of 
persons, is proof that fear is 
too often a greater constraint 
than love. 

Let us as conscientious Cath- 
apply our Christian 
teachings to our problems 
than mere scientific 
findings alone. Whites and 
Negroes and Jews must love 
one another because Christ 
commanded us to, not just be- 
cause science has established 
that there are natural bonds 
of flesh and interests and so- 
ciety between — us. White 
America must permit Black 
America the same freedom it 
asks for itself primarily be- 
cause of the Golden Rule, and 
not merely because it is in- 
terested in fair play. Our liv- 
ing must be on a supernatural 
level. We must, first of all, 
do what pleases God. This is 
the way to bring the kingdom 
of God into our hearts, our 
lives and the world. This is 
the basis for Christian living. 


olics 


rather 

























A.B.C. of Friendship House 


(Continued from March Issue) 


ARE STAFF WORKERS OF FRIENDSHIP HOUSE 
PAID ANY SALARIES? 

No. Friendship House Staff Workers receive no sal- | 
aries whatsoever. As we said previously, they practice | 
holy poverty voluntarily, for their personal sanctifica-| 
tion and as a weapon of attack against a world drunk | 
with the love of wealth and security. 

They not only receive no salaries, they also wear the} 
same second-hand clothes that thev give out to the poor. | 
Their food and living expenses are the same as those on | 
relief, their medical expenses are measured by the 
same standard, and covered by a very small monthly 
insurance rate, such as even the poor could afford. They | 
receive five dollars a month for such necessities as car-| 
fare, hair cuts, ete. All they accept voluntarily in order 
to identify themselves with the poor and God whom! 
they serve, and atone for the selfishness and greed of a) 
world which has forgotten to be its brother's keeper. 
WHERE DO THE STAFF WORKERS OF FH LIVE?) 

They live with those with whom they work. Usually 
rooms are rented in Negro families for them. In New| 
York City, Friendship House has a small flat where a} 
few Staff Workers live together, and on the farm they | 
live in the same way in the farmhouse. But wherever | 
they are, they blend and live with those they work and} 
in a like manner. 
WHAT OF THEIR OLD AGE? | 

Millions of Americans have nothing to look forward 
to in their old age but the small pension given by the | 
State. Friendship House Staff Workers expect to have 
the same, living, God willing, at the Friendship House 
Farm and continuing to help wherever and however 
they can their beloved work and friends. 

HOW ARE THE DIRECTORS OF FRIENDSHIP 
HOUSE SELECTED? 

Usually the Directors of Friendship House’s branches 
and the Assistants are appointed by the Director Gen- 
eral from the rank and file of Staff Workers, fully fa- 
miliar with the spirit, techniques and aims of the Apos- 
tolate. But during the formative period of Friendship 
House, some of the Volunteers who developed a voca- 
tion for our way of life were taken from the rank and 
some came from other similar works, and were then 
specially trained for their position. But now that the) 
work is developing and standing on firm foundation, 
only Directors from the ranks of Staff Workers will be 
appointed. The Director General who happens to be. 
also at this time the foundress of Friendship House will 
appoint her successor for the first few years after her | 
death, after which the future Director Generals of 
Friendship House will be elected. 

WHY ARE THERE SO COMPARATIVELY FEW 
NEGRO STAFF WORKERS IN FRIENDSHIP 
HOUSE AT PRESENT? | 


This is due to several reasons which can be enum-| 
erated as follows: 

(1) A Staff Worker of Friendship House must be a 
Roman Catholic. There are twenty million Catholics 
in the U.S.A.; only a quarter of a million of them are 
Negroes. The ratio, therefore, is 80:1 (eighty white | 
Catholics to one Negro Catholic). And this reduces | 
immensely the chance of getting Negro Staff Workers. | 

(2) The vocation of Friendship House is both new 
and unusual, also as yet not too widely known through- | 
out the country, as witness the constant inquiries and 
questions about it, as yet not too well understood, hence 
still keeping the above ratio in mind, posing an added 
obstacle to the Negro applications to it. 


(3) The fact that no remuneration. salaries. or fees | 


of any kind are paid in Friendship House, and that its 
Staff Workers live a life of poverty is another obstacle, 
for Negro youth usually has to earn a living, not only, 
tor himself-but for his family as well, and thus cannot 
be free to enter on a way of life that precludes fulfilling 
these primary obligations. It is the same, and one of the | 
gravest, reasons why so many Catholic Negro youths 
have to postpone, and at times relinquish, their desire 


for the higher vocations to religious life ; > pries : ' 

oa 5 gious 1ife and the prie ) we beseech the Lord constantly for Negro vocations, for 
; ze jit is the dream of all members 

However, Friendship House has at the moment of| have a more truly Inter-racial Staff Membership and 


writing, two Negro Staff Workers, one in New York 







| their place. 


' equals. 


— 


A 


Se 


le 
~_—— en ee ee, 


OUTER CIRCLE 

(Continued from page 1) 
This universality is de- 

Catholic. It re- 


part. 
lightfully 


‘minds us of what might be the 


motto of Friendship House in 
all its works, “Behold how 
good and pleasant it is 
brethren to dwell together in 
unity.” 


‘ ‘ . % ‘ 
CHRIST THE NEGRO 
(Continued from page 1) 
century America through the 
Mass. Suddenly, the dream 
changed into a horrible night- 
mare. 


oW ILL you _ follow a 
Negro?” screamed the } 


demagogue at the packed 
church. 
call the Christ, the Anointed 


One? Do you expect salva- 


tion to come through one like | 
Him? This is America; we’ve 


this race problem. 
Negroes must keep 
Search the writ- 
ten records; has 
good come out of Alabama? 
Down with this impostor. He 


solved 


These 


| seduces people with His wild 


He 


and 


wants us to 
whites as 


doctrines. 
treat blacks 
equals, 
Are you with Him on 
that? Away with Him. He’s 
an enemy of America.” 


The church became a mad-! 


house. A foul whisper leaped 
into a roar: “Lynch Him!” 
It grew and grew like a mad 
symphony—it filled 


ichurch; it seemed to mount to 
| Heaven’s Throne. There were 


“Is He the One you} 


anything | 


And He really means | 


the | 
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Faith and Conduct 


(From 


Three Theories of 


must meditate. He must stop 


| Society, by Paul Hanly Furfey | to think. If he does so, he will 


| (Macmillan). 


HIS acceptance, by an act | Scious of 
of faith, of the Church’s | 
whole social doctrine, is a ne- | 


preliminary. It is, 
| however, not enough. The 
| theory must be put into prac- 
tice. Human experience shows 
' that theories do not ordinarily 
practice as 


cessary 


learry over into 


llong as they remain merely | 


theories. 
'must be deeply realized. They 
| must become vivid and actual 
land vital before they have 
' much influence on the believ- 
er’s daily life. 

To realize the above, com- 
|pare the life of an ordinary 
/Catholic with the life of the 
lsaint. Both can make, with 
| perfect sincerity, an act of 
‘faith in all that the Church 
| teaches, but what a difference 
between them! With the ordi- 


| nary Catholic, these articles of | 


| belief are not extremely vivid, 
|}even though they are unques- 
|tionably accepted as_ truth. 
| Therefore, they affect his con- 
' duct only now and then in the 
| presence of some important 

moral problem. To the saint, 
'on the other hand, these same 
| truths are the most vivid real- 
ities in the world. They affect 
| his conduct at almost every 
moment of the day. This con- 
‘stant, intense realization of 
| the truths of faith is indeed a 
| principal reason why the 
saint’s conduct is so superior 
to the conduct ot the average 
| Catholic.... 

Consider, for example, the 
believer who is very much 
attached to monev. He is a 
business man, let us say. He 
| prides himself on his success 
iand works very hard to at- 


| 
| 





' | tain still further success. This | 
or | 


man, perhaps, is a sincere be- 
| liever in 
|He accepts it without reser- 
| vation. He believes that Christ 
lis the Son of God and that 
His words are words of eter- 
/nal truth. He therefore im- 
|plicity accepts Christ’s doc- 


| trine of wealth, the doctrine | 


lthat wealth is not bad in it- 
self, but dangerous, and that 


Thus there exists in his mind 
two contradictory ideals. In 
theory he accepts the idea of 


| poverty, but in practice his 


simply unconscious of the con- 
|tradiction. The 
such a case is clear. 





'wild men running into the 
sanctuary, hands grasping 
Christ. Suddenly He was 
stripped, scourged, blood was 
pouring across the altar steps. 
And a tree was brought, and 
They hanged Him. The 


ropes. 
| Sacrifice was over. Men had 
killed their God in human 
form. They whispered: “But 


| His skin-was black. And these 
| Negroes must keep their place. 
| He had to die.’ 

—HucuH Cauvkins, O.S.M. 
ifrom NOVENA NOTES 
December 14, 1945. 


° 





the Christian faith. | 


in general poverty is better. | 


philosophy of life is built 
| about the idea of riches. The | 
man is not insincere. He is} 


remedy in| 
The man 


become con- 
inconsistency, 


later 
his 

and, becoming conscious of it, 
he will seek to remove it, by 
modifying his practical philos- 
ophy ‘of life and adopting a 
more Christian view of riches. 
Of course, it does not follow 
'that he will immediately put 
this idea into practice, but at 
least he has taken the first nec- 
essary step in that direction... 


| sooner or 


These abstract ideas | 


'-W- HE man who has compre- 

I hended the reality of that 
mysterious love which drew 
down God to earth, a love hot 
as the sun’s fire and strong as 


death. will not be attracted 
by those human. affections 
which often masquerade so 
'suiltily under the name of 
love. The man_ who has 


watched before the Crucifix in 
long, silent hours of contem- 
plation, who has drunk in the 
| austere beauty of this surpris- 
ing mystery, the love, the 
heroism, the triumph of the 
dying Son of God, will have 
nothing left but disdain for 
the cheap, mean pleasures of 
a decadent world. 

A scale of values built upon 
contemplation will thus. lead 
to a contempt for the things 
which this world values. The 
contemplative, then, is likely 
to turn his back on honor, 
riches, power, sense pleasure, 
and to embrace a life of vol- 
untary poverty and mortifica- 
tion, not because the things of 
this world are evil in them- 
selves, but because they are at 
best only trifles when com- 
pared to the really important 
values of the supernatural or- 
der and because they may 
become actually evil if they 
distract man from the pursuit 
;of his true end. To many, a 
life of renunciation seems he- 
roic and it cannot be denied 
that it implies a certain cour- 
age, a certain strength of char- 
acter. Yet the contemplative 
himself is likely not to view it 
in this light. It requires no 
sacrifice to discard what is 
' without value. It needs no he- 
roism to throw away refuse. 
This is how the saints felt. St. 
Paul said, “The things that 
| were gain to me, the same I 
have counted loss for Christ. 
| Furthermore, I count all things 
'to be but loss for the excel- 
‘lent knowledge of Jesus 
Christ, my Lord, for whom I 
have suffered the loss of all 
| things, and count them but as 
dung, that I may gain Christ.” 

The modern world is 
dominated by men best capa- 


‘ble of leading society in this 


degrading pursuit (worthless 
things), by ridiculous little 
clowns and boors, self-made 
heroes, drunk with ambition, 
urging their followers to the 
attainment of a destiny which 


is without value. How °far, 
how tragically far, has the 
‘world departed from the 


truth! How far it has strayed 
from reality! What strange 
ideals it has chosen! Is it any 


| wonder that the contempla- 


tive turns with disgust from 
this nauseating spectacle, that 
he seeks separation from it as 
completely as possible, and 


City and one at the farm, and had three until March) seeing the Cross of Christ the 


resign due to ill health. 


| Directorate. 


ao dacs 


|15, the third being in the Chicago house, who had to | symbol of 
With all the fervor of our hearts | 





that separation, 
cries out with St. Paul, “God 
‘forbid that I should glory save 


| in the Cross of Our Lord Jesus 


of Friendship House tO | Christ, by whom the world is 
G crucified to me, and I to the 


world.” 
eben) 


©ilye 4,7 


‘ 
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Harrigan From Brooklyn 


‘Continued from page 1) | on the bulletin board was the 
Motive: curiosity. From the} Collect of the day, a black 
station I dialed Ailantic 6518 | child’s prayer, a schedule of 
and asked for Ann. (Often,|the semi - weekly religious 
says she with a giggle, people | classes conducted by the girls 
call and ask for Mrs. Martin | from Providence High School. 


de Porres. She hopes Blessed} Catholicism was not forgot- 
Martin doesn’t mind _ too ten in the bustle of ping-pong 
much.) {nor in the folk dancing nor in 


“Come right out,” said Mrs.| the doling out of chocolate 
Martin de Porres, “and plan to| milk. Forgotten? Friendship 
stay for supper. I don’t know | House is so permeated with the 
what we'll be eating but sup-|spiritual that you couldn’t 
posing you bring bread for| miss it if you wanted to. It 


about thirty people.” Pause.| fairly seeps through those 
And then, “Better make it| walls and down from the 
wholewheat. 


ishing.” | the street. This is what marks | 
Give us this day our daily it off, and lifts it up, from the | 
bread. And—Oh, yes, Lord— | general run of civic-minded | 
make it wholewheat. | Social centers. 
It sounded wonderful, spiri-| Ann and her eight young} 
tually speaking, but my faith | assistants don’t just dole out | 
was not that of a Harrigan.|soup and warm underwear to| 
This frail sister took the pre-|the poorer citizen or the| 
caution to eat a hearty chick-| Knights of the Road. They | 
en-pie dinner before going out. | dole out—through their books, | 
And while I know it wouid/|lectures, and interracial meet- 
make a better story to say that ings—Catholic sustenance to 
I trudged out to the slums mind and soul. Their daily | 
with huge loaves of bread| visitors might include an in-| 
tucked under my arms, it|fluential Bishop, visiting) 
would not be quite accurate. | priests and nuns, a_ shabby 
I rolled up in a taxi with,Negro porter, some Catholic 
boxes of dainty rolls (whole- | Action youngsters, a curious | 
wheat) from Marshall Field’s. | !ady from South Bend. 
J Was a Junior Leaguer, filled! Fortified by daily Mass, these | 
with my own good works. lay apostles take them all in| 


j 
| 
} 
' 
| 


There should at this point|stride. Even the guy who! 
be a row of asterisks to indi-| washes the big plate-glass | 


cate where I dropped the | window finds himself answer- | 
Junior League stuff. I dropped | ing theological questions from | 
it squarely in the gutter be-| sidewalk hecklers. The heck- | 
fore a reconveried store on | ler of today may be the Catho- 

noisy, dirty 43rd street. I had lic of tomorrow, and so there s | 
wholewheat rolls to offer, yes,|a trained answer to anything, 
but what this place had to | for anyone. j 


offer me! 
" UT what do the shoved- | 
ERHAPS it was a bit on around Negroes think of 
the rickety side (certainly this brotherhood talk? Do 
the patched ceiling looked as | they listen, tongue in cheek? 
if it might descend any min-| No, because these lay apostles 
ute) but it had a warmth and!have, voluntari ly . joined 
charm definitely its own. No hands with them. They wear 


j 


coldly efficient social center, donated clothing: they each 
this. There was the black shin- receive five dollars a month 
ing floor linoleum, the vermil- for their personal needs. 
ion-trimmed book cases, the Friendship: House is run en- 
sturdy, square work tables. tirely on the charity of others. 
There was a small statue ol And important! they 


Blessed Martin in a niche be- 
fore a chunky vigil light: a 
delightful figure made of pa- 
pier mache and with a finely 


share this poverty with gaiety, 
not a dreary earnestness. 1 
have seen Ann in a frayed 
blouse but never without ear- 


carved wooden head. There, rings and a dash of bright lip- | 
was a life-size figure in the|stick. I have heard her tell 


blithely of the larder dwind- 
ling to a box of corn flakes, | 
the landlord pounding at the 


front window to make people | 
wonder and stop 
and ask 


But what most impressed | door. They seem to regard 
me were those books! Two) this uncertain living as high | 
thousand catalogued books, | @dventure, as fun, and rely on 


Blessed Martin, their patron, 
not to let the going get too 


the very best in Catholic lit- 
erature. The people who drift 
into Friendship House are not "ugged. 

being offered just castoff text-| 1 wouldn't know whether 
books nor vapid devotional | Martin was in the background 
pamphlets but powerful stuff 0” Dot that evening, but I do 
to offset the appeal of Com- know the meal turned out to 
munism. Most important, of | be quite life-sustaining. String 
course, is getting the passer- | beans, escalloped potatoes, and | 
by to drift in at all. The hum-| Spam. There was even a small 
ble exterior, the wide-open birthday cake, with twenty- 
door, does the trick. It entices four softly flaring candles, for 
the waitress scurrying back to Jody the bookkeeper. It was | 
the restaurant, the marketer |@ jolly, friendly meal with 
in her housedress, the manual | Colored and white eating side 
laborer on his way home from) by side, the simplest and most 


work, People in work clothes ancient symbol of friendship. 
hesitate to enter a public li- Then Ann got up. “The 
brary or the quiet sanctuary Other night,” she began 


briskly, “the papers ran an ac- 
count of a Negro in this neigh- 
borhood running amuck and 
stabbing five people. Why was 
this account ? Because | 


of a little Book Shoppe. 

{n the adjoining store build- 
ing was the children’s center, 
called the Casita. Here, too, | 
was warmth and color in the, 
funny homemade murals, the|it just said ‘Negro’ whereas | 
ping-pong table, the juke box,|they should have said ‘Re- | 
the nature specimen shelves;|turned Negro veteran.’ A vet- | 
with their flowering sweet | eran in need of hospitalization. | 
potatoes in glass coffee jars. I want you all to write in to} 
It was like any children’s cen-|the paper and protest.” 
ter with one little difference;| (I thought, is this the Chris- | 


unfair? 
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| tian turning of the cheek?|tell me this isn’t important. | oe \ 
|Won’t this stir up trouble?) |I know it. I’m just mention- | ESTA | KF 
—— 


The answer, I discovered, is|ing it.) And for the sake of 
| that trouble is here anyway,| women who are wondering, | 
jand the way to solve this | in the back of their minds: | 
| devilish black - and - white|“What about that donated 
| situation is to look it squarely | clothing?” I have the answer | 
|in the face. Attack doggedly,| ready. Ann would look good 
patiently, reasonably.. Make|in anything. The last time 
the white man see. |she was in town she wore a 
And that is what Ann Har-| felt hat that someone had left, 
rigan is trying to do. She | by mistake on the kitchen 
handles all sorts of bad vision | table in Friendship House. 
(prejudicial cysts, biased cock- “Consider the lilies of the 
eyedness, selfish, nearsighted | field. . .. 
astigmatism) , and invariably "THE main thing, of course, 
improves raves a : is that she is a winning, 
But Ann’s optical services| compelling speaker. Just why, 


It’s more nour-| patched ceiling and out onto,| ave not limited to 43rd Street,!I’m not certain. Surely she | 


for she also goes around lec-| would carry off no elocution 
turing. She has_ recently! blue ribbons or silver cups for 
spoken, in our town, at the/her oratory. She has a quiet, 


| Progress Club, the men’s-/rather small voice; she has a 
Catholic Forum (the first! habit of stringing her sen- 
'woman to rate an invitation),! tences together with “And 
|the Negroes’ Hearing House, | so-0;” she even-female fash- 


to the parochial school chil-| jion-generally talks overtime. 
dren, and in the Central Audi-|No one minds. She makes 
torium. She is asked back, | parochial school children want 
again and again. {to rush out and be saints; she 
For one thing, she’s easy makes the more hardened citi- 
on the eyes. If one must lis-| zens feel strange, queer stir- 
ten to a lecture one might as|rings. She is truly-sans pipe, 
well enjoy an eager, uplifted | sans bombastics-a Pied Piper 
face and two sparkling blue | for Christ. 
eyes along with it. (Don’t! How does she do it? A great 
i ideal, I think, by understate- 
| ment. Understatement from a 
;person who feels her convic- 
itions so strongly that they 
|must all but choke her! Yet 
ishe may say, thoughtfully and 
las if she were seriously con- 
sidering it: “This is a pesky 
|problem. Maybe there is 
'another way besides Christ's 
{to figure it out.” Your imme- 
| diate response, of course, is to 
|leap up and ery: “No, no try 
jus out. Tell us how. It isn't 
'so hard, not nearly so hard 
as we thought it was just a 
minute ago.” 
There is no and 
wringing of hands the 
eyes that see not, the ears that 





moaning 
ovel 


hear not, vet her very gentle- 
ness makes vou want to slide 
down in vour seat under the 


weight of yvour own Catholic 
mediocritv. You see. Ann 
though dynamic—has the two 


very nice virtues of patience 
and prudence. Were she to 
ery: “off with their heads!” 
every time she met with a 


Christianity-that-stops - short, 
this would be a decapitated 
populace. 

My husband, after hearing 





her for the first time, re- 
AR marked dreamily: “She plays 
FY upon me as the west wind 


29 igs ;upon the lvre.” I didn't ob- 
ject at all because well, there 


JOAN OF ARC SPEAKS 


66 O YOU know that we, who see all this going on 

under our eyes and are content at present with 
empty charities . . . do you know that we are accomplices 
in all this? We who let the soldiers do as they wish, do 
you know that we too torment bodies and damn souls? 
We. too. even we, strike crucified Jesus on the cheek. We 
too, even we profane the imperishable body of Jesus. 

“An accomplice, an accomplice, it’s like an author. We 
are accomplices in this, we are the authors of this. Accom- 
plice, accomplice, it is just as if you said author. 

“He who allows things to be done is like him who 
orders them to be done. It is all one. It goes together. And 
he who allows things to be done, just like him whe orders 
them to be done, it is altogether like him who does them. 
Because he who does shows courage, at least, in doing. He 
who commits a crime has at least the courage to commit 
it. And when you allow the crime to be committed, you 
have the same crime, and cowardice to boot. Cowardice on 
top of it all. 

“There is everywhere infinite cowardice.” 


is this about it. Ann does have 
personality 
and overflowing 


pressed down 
but doesn't 


































































f Charles Peguy “Basic V erities” 
~ Pantheon Books, 41 Washington Sq. New York. 


Want a Speaker? 

ls your Holy Name 
Society, sodality, or club 
looking for a speaker? 
Give Friendship House 
a chance to make its 
work known Write for 
speakers to: 





Miss Ann Harrigan 
309 E. 43rd St., 
Chicago 15, UL. 


Miss Mabel Knight 
34 West 135th St.. 
New York 30, N. Y. 


Miss Monica Durkin 


St. Joseph’s Farm 
Marathon, Wis. 





hurl it at you. She happens to 
be a deeply spiritual person 
humble 
She has a wide following but 


and a very person, 
that humility shines through 
her actions, conversations, and 
letters. She once wrote in a 
letter to me: “Remember what 
good old St. Catherine of Sien- 
na said: that God loves us for 
what we may become. Boy, 
do I hang onto that one!” 
She has a brother who is a 
priest, a sister who is a semi- 
cloistered nun, and she her- 
self—out in the marketplace— 
is a Third Order Dominican. 
I drag these meager facts out 
proudly for, believe me, she’s 
a tough subject to interview. 
She'd rather give her life 
blood than talk about herselfs 
That’s why I’ve been doing 
all the talking. I wanted you 
to know about this ex-English 
teacher from Brooklyn who is 
a Catholic to be proud of. | 
know she is only a small—if 
vivid—figure in the interracial 
justice picture, yet this little 
introduction of mine might 
some day—who knows?—be 
classified as hagiography. 
from THE SIGN, 
March, 1946. 
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Not Without Bread 


CM among youth—vio- 
A lations of the sixth com- 
birth 


keep rising among 
as 


mandment, abortions, 


control — 
Catholic 
well as among other 
We know that these things are 
wrong. Why do they keep ris- 


our population 


groups. 


ing and spreading” 

A friend tells me about his 
friends in their twenties. They 
are average people wanting to 
get good jobs and get married. 
One thing stops them. They 
cannot support families on the 
money their them. 
They are normal fellows with 


jobs pay 


normal impulses. Loafing, for 
nication, abortion, and a moral 


Ths WD 


, but 


breakdown are the results 
when these conditions, pre- 
venting early marriage, affect! 


a large number. 


celibacy is for a minority, It 


A lifetime of | 


takes more than a sermon to! 


keep a man on the straight 


and narrow who, while want- 
ing to live a normal Christian 
married life, meets an eco- 
nomic stone wall which, he 
thinks, prevents him from 
marrying. 

Servicemen have a_ little 
joke of their own. “A dis- 


charge pin plus 5 cents gets 
You a cup of coffee.” There 
is an ironical simile that a 
mother with child plus $150 
produces a mother and a child. 


jand 


that 


Later, a mother and child plus | 


various amounts of money 
buy all the clothes, food and 
contrivances necessary to rear 


a child. I have spoken with 
Protestants, Catholics, and 
non-believers who practice 


birth control. I have tried to 


show them how contraception 
various other 


and the devices 
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are preventing life and are, 
the misuse of sex. They add 
and subtract before my eyes 
and then ask me where the 
money to have children is to 
come from. Money prevent-| 
ing the birth of children! Sad 
but true. The Bishop’s Pro- 


eram has approved and en- 
couraged maternity 
tives and parish credit unions 
that would help carry the 
economic burden of — birth, 
they are conspicuous by 
absence. When are we 
to realize that while man does 
not live by bread alone, he 
certainly can not live without 
it, 

I am very familiar with 
Harlem as I worked there for 
several years. It is not an un- 
usual sight to see a black boy 
or girl in the street with a key 
on a string bouncing on his 
chest. The parents are at work. 


coopera- 


their 


-both of them in order to 
support the family in a modi- 
cum of decency —and_ the 


child has the key to his home. 
When he gets home from 
school, in most cases there is 
no mother to give him a piece | 
of cake and a glass of milk | 
direct him into associa- 
with the right children. 
down into the street 

dangerous teacher and 
perverter*of youth. Can any- 


tion 
It is 


one wonder why these chil- 
dren do not grow into ideal 
citizens? It is amazing that 
so many do overcome. their 
handicaps. Anyone who has 
walked the streets of New 
York or any big citv, knows 


that this scene can be dupli- 
cated in the Lower East Side, 
Mott and Mulberry streets, 
Little Italy, the Tenderloin 
section and Chicago's South 
In these sections, every 
Sunday in church, the people 


j}are exhorted to lead virtuous 


lives. Emphasis is placed on 

those sins of which, as a 

| group, they are most guilty. 
FRANCIS XAVIER in 


a letter to a young priest 


about to begin his apostolic 


life in a wealthy parish gave 


some pertinent advice: “After 
the penitent has confessed his 
sins, do not think you are 
done.” St. Francis Xavier 
goes on to say, “You will gen- 


erally find that everything is 
defiled with usurious con- 
‘tracts; those very persons} 


have got together the greater 
part of their money by sheer 
rapine, who nevertheless as- 


leasily able to settle how 


| things 


- 


MAIN ROAD 


sert themselves so confidently 
to be pure from all contagion 
of unjust gain. Indeed, some 
persons’ consciences have be- 
come so hardened that they 
have either no sense at all or 
very little sense of the pres- 
ence of even vast heaps of rob- 
beries which they have gath- 
eved into their bosom. Inter- 
rogate all these people by 
what means they grow rich on 
the discharge and income of 
their office. You will not have 
been long on the hunt before 
you come on sure tracks which 
will lead you to the very dens 
and lairs of their frauds and 
monopolies. 


of these monopolies 
like, drawing them 
many and cautious 
you will be more 
much 
of other persons’ property 
they are in possession of, and 
how much they ought to make 


fession 

and the 
out by 
questions, 


jresitution of to those they 
defrauded in order to be rec- 
onciled to God, than if vou 


ask them in general 
they have defrauded 


should 
whether 
anyone,” 

Couldn't this advice be put 
to good use in our own Filth 
Avenue and Park Avenue 
parishes today? I wonder if a 
man who has gotten rich by 
denying his workers a living 
wave does not to some degree 
share in the sins of his work- 
ers who have sinned because 
this denial has contributed to- 
ward their degradation. 

Economics is not responsible 
for all our sins. We are still 
humans with immortal souls 
and free wills. But in our 
highly complex and = com- 
mercial world, all the material 
we need cost money. 
St. Thomas said, “A modicum 
of wealth is necessary for 
practice of virtue.” That modi- 
cum keeps rising in cost. 

By Water Kontak, U. S. N. 
(Former Staffworker, Harlem 
Friendship House). 


{Ed.—The Blue Cross Hos-. 


pitalization Plan should be 


mentioned as a help to combat | 


this evil, also. | 
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When vou have’ 
squeezed out of them the con- 


| 





BY EDDIE DOHERTY 


ARCH 17th was a beauti- 
i ful day in Wisconsin— 


'despite the fact that a dismal, 


of 


the | 


day, and 
low over 


cold rain fell all 
dark clouds hung 
Marathon, and the driveway 
Friendship House No. 3 
into a non-flowing 
mud. 


turned 
river of 


It was the feast day of two) 


ereat saints, St. Patrick and 
St. Joseph. It was also 
opening day—and the day oi 
blessing—of the newest ven- 
ture of Friendship House. The 


farm. The School. The rural 
apostolate. The big barn, etc., 
etc., etc. 


You know what the Irish do 
when it rains. We did the 
same. We let it rain. 
neither the dampness nor the) 
outside gloom mattered at all; | 
for more than 250 men, 
en and children came 
Marathon —and_ from 


from 
miles 


around—to visit the house and | 


donation, to 


FH, 


barn, 


say a prayer 


to make a 
for 


Durkin and Margaret Nichol- 
son especially. 

Monica, her 
a brace, managed to 
around without too much dit- 
ficulty and with the help of a 
cane, 
during most 
received the 
representing the New 
house; Anne Harrigan, repre- 
senting Chicago; and the blue- 
eyed Russian, 
the Office of Director Genreal. 
were also in the recei@tng line. 


of the day, 
guests. “Flewy,” 


All day long the guests| 
came, some of them driving 


from towns thirty miles 
There were times when the 
piles of rubbers, galoshes and 
boots, on either side of 
door, threatened to touch the 
ceiling. Boys were out on 
the road parking the cars. Ii 


was impossible for any ve- 
hicle to enter FH driveway 
without bogging down. We 


arranged some planks across 
And people had to. 
‘walk the planks before they | 


the ditch. 


reached the house. 

The day would have been a 
dud without the neighbors. 
They not only made plates 
and platters full of cookies, 
they baked cakes and other 
things for us. They supplied 
us with sugar, cream and ev- 
erything else needed—and in 
addition heaped the donation 
plate high. 

Two high school 
from Marathon helped greatly. 
They not only decorated the 
library with flowers, but they 
worked, too. All day, Miss 
Marie Peterson, and Miss 
Loretta Revman. Mrs. Joseph 





34 West 135th St., New York 30, N. Y, 


the | 


But | 
wom- | 
and to) 
cet acquainted—with Monica | 


injured leg in, 
get | 


She sat at the side door, | 
and | 


representing | 


away. 


the | 


April. 1946 





Baumann, Gerald Wegner, 
Jeanne Schcen, Ruth Vetter, 
i“Bonnie” Bergner and Billie, 
‘her brother, Philip Ritger, 
Alfred Gerchten, 
| Steiber, 
cis David and George Roman, 

ary Ellen Schoen, Joyce Mae 
Dri iekosen, Marjorie Schoen, 
'Jerome Steiber, John King, 
Wilber Kreuger, Francis 
i'Gerchten, Allan Leiterman, 
| David Suebert, Patrick Buch- 
'berger and Glenn Seliger. 

tev. Fr. Wenzel Multerer, 
| pastor of St. Mary’s Church in 
| Marathon, blessed the house. 
His assistant, Rev. Henrv 
'Hoerburger, came with him. 
There were many other 
priests, including Msgr. 
|O’Shaughnessy of Wausau, Fr. 
Fisher of Stratford and Fr. 
Weller of Dorchester. Nuns 
came from various cities, also 
walking the plank like every- 
body else. 

The stream of visitors began 
at 11 o’clock in the morning. 
The last of them departed 
shortly before 11 o’clock in the 


|evening. 
| Newspapermen came from 
Wausau, incidentally, and 


| took a picture. 

From where I sat it looked 
as though Wisconsin really 
\liked this Friendship House, 
;and would like it even better. 


They were like so manv 
friends and relatives at a 
|christening — which is, oi 


| course, what they really were. 
knees. 


ot 


|When you are on your 
everyone 


please pray for 


i them. 


York | 








teachers | 


| BREADMAKER'S 
PRAYER 


Out of this leaven | make 
Our daily bread 


From Thy bounty. oh 
Lord. to feed 
Thy hungry soils. 
We Apostles must sina 
praises 
Loud and strong 
To God our Redeemer 
To whose faithful we 
belona. 
O, come all ye lay apostles 
Let’s break bread to- 
gether 


Aid qive thanks to God 
Our Creator. 


Baumann, our neighbor across | 
the road, also worked all day| Let’s try to earn extra 
long. And the _ following qraces 
morning her husband dragged | As we pray for all races 
out our driveway with his’ That Cod will srevide 
tractor, trying to dry it and) eae DVO 
smooth it out. j ‘ 
| For them, too. 

HERE were a great num-) Margaret Nicholson, 

ber of young people who! Staff Worker, 
|helped also, including Rutt:! t. Joseph’s Farm. 


——— 


Charles- 
Vincent Gage, Fran- - 
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